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WALLS  AND    HEDGES 


LANES 

i 

HERE,  one, 

With  clear  eyes  dazzled  by  the  sun, 

Bursts  joyously  upon  the  grey  main- road  ; 

And  in  his  arms  a  load 

Of  flowers 

Stolen  from  the  treasuries  of  Spring. 

Now,  with  one  hand,  he  showers 

His  wealth  upon  the  border-grass, 

For  all  who  pass 

To  see  and  wonder  at  and  bear  away, 

Beauty  to  consecrate  the  day  ; 

Here,  with  the  other,  he  will  fling 

The  grace 

Of  tangled  garlands  to  adorn 

The  hedges  in  their  endless  race. 

Born 

Somewhere  beyond  the  hills  that  rise 

Like  dreams  between  the  earth  and  skies, 
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He  brings 

To  the  familiar  road  that  we 

Walk  in  its  grey  monotony, 

Hints  of  a  world  that  lies 

Trembling  upon  the  soul's  most  distant  boundary ; 

A  world  where  the  wind  sings 

Softly  of  things 

That  once  we  knew  and  now  no  longer  know — 

Of  hopes  that  met  us  long  ago 

Under  the  gentle  morn  ; 

Of  loves  that  left  us  long  ago 

Forlorn. 

ii 

Another,  here,  inconsequent, 

With  many  a  nod  and  smile, 

Leaves  the  main-road  ;  and  still,  for  half  a  mile, 

His  course  is  bent 

Hither  and  thither,  but  never  far  away. 

He  will  delay 

At  every  gate  and  stile, 

And  stay 

An  hour  or  more 

To  gossip  by  the  farm-house  door. 

Here,  he  will  run  obediently  between 

Straight  banks  of  green  ; 

Here,  he  will  step  aside 

For  a  great  oak-tree  standing  in  his  pride  ; 
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And  here  a  stream  spreads  wide — 

She  will  beguile 

The  thoughts  of  all  his  soul  to  sleep, 

Drowning  his  lazy  passion  with  the  deep 

And  cool  caress  of  her  wreathed  arms  awhile. 


Then,  as  he  goes  along, 

The  spell  of  olden  wandering 

Descends  on  him.      He  listens  to  the  song 

The  house-less  winds  for  ever  sing 

In  the  grey  distance  of  the  barren  wold  ; 

The  enchantment  of  forsaken  places  lays  its  hold 

Upon  his  soul — to  wander  thus,  at  will, 

Wayward  across  the  field,   wayward  upon  the 

hill  ! 

To  have  no  goal  in  sight, 
Contented  with  the  joys  that  fill 
The  moments  of  the  day  and  night  ! 


So  on  for  many  a  mile  he  goes, 

Drawn  on  into  the  wild  where  no  man  knows 

Long  the  last  cottage  has  been  left  behind  ; 

Even  the  trees 

Are  frightened  of  the  silences 

And  drop  away  and  cease  ; 

Only  the  wind 

Goes  with  him  on  his  way  and  sings  to  him. 
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At  last,  his  feet 

Grown  weary,  and  his  eyes  grown  dim 

With  sweet 

Far-westering  dreams,  he  lies 

Like  a  tired  child  upon  the  earth — his  eyes 

Still  fixed  beyond  his  dreams  on  the  last  light 

of  day  ; 

And,  as  he  dreams,  the  night  descends, 
And  his  long  journey  ends 
Somewhere  between  the  earth  and  skies, 
Upon  the  desolate  moorland  far  away. 

in 

And  here,  a  third,  like  an  abrupt  desire 

Breaks  backward  from  the  road,  and  runs 

Straight  on — a  path  of  silent  fire 

Under  the  midday  suns. 

In  one  clear  moment  of  swift  sight 

He  left  the  highway  of  appointed  days, 

And  now  neither  to  left  nor  right 

He  turns  to  gaze  ; 

Neither  the  laughing  meadow  nor  the  sweet 

And  cool  retreat 

Under  the  shade  of  many  trees  delays 

The  passage  of  his  eager  feet. 

For  suddenly, 

Amid  her  dreams,  his  soul 

Perceived  her  goal : 
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There,  where  the  day 
Touched  earth  with  its  infinity, 
And  in  the  visionary  distance  lay 
The  golden  silence  of  the  sea  ! 

IV 

This  last  was  lost 

The  moment  that  he  crossed 

The  open  field  and  plunged  into  the  wood  ; 

The  trees  there,  like  a  hood, 

Enveloped  him,  and  in  their  night 

Hid  his  brave  feet  from  sight. 

He  knew  not  where  he  went  ; 

He  but  obeyed  the  splendid  discontent 

That,  like  a  goad, 

Drove  him  to  leave  the  grey  main-road  ; 

And  he  is  lost — none  followed  him  that  way. 

O  the  rough  stones  that  lay 

Upon  his  path  ;  the  grey 

Grasses  and  weeds  that  grew  breast-high  ; 

And  the  black  wood  that  hid  him  from  the  sky  ! 

What  went  he,  then,  to  find? 

He  knew  not  ;  and  the  road  he  left  behind 

Had  never  dreamed  of  it. 


Before  him  stretched  the  gloom 

Of  tangled  forests  infinite  ; 

And,  beyond  these,  the  deep 

Valleys  that  closed  upon  him  like  a  tomb 

And  far  away,  against  the  sky,  the  steep 

Summits  and  sills 

Of  inaccessible  hills  ! 


Through  the  long  night  the  rain 

Was  like  a  veil  of  grief  upon  the  plain — 

Through  the  long  night  the  rain 

Was  like  the  beat 

Of  swift,  innumerable  feet — 

Through  the  long  night  the  rain 

Was  like  the  tears  of  some  involuntary  pain — 

Through  the  long  night  the  rain 

Obscured  each  lane 

That  went,  bewildered,  o'er  the  plain. 

Bewildered  in  the  night, 

Four  solitary  lanes  that  lost  their  way — 

Bewildered  by  the  grey 

Wan  light 

That  came  and  went  and  came  again 

Phantasmal  on  the  plain — 

Bewildered  by  the  white 

Fear  of  the  moon  in  flight, 

The  moon  that  fled  in  terror  behind  the  clouds- 


Bewildered,  the  four  lanes 

Came  from  the  hidden  corners  of  the  skies 

One  solemn  night  of  passion-tide  ; 

Came  dressed  in  shrouds, 

With  veils  of  rain  before  their  eyes  ; 

Bewildered,  the  four  lanes 

Came  there, 

Where, 

With  arms  flung  wide 

Forlorn  upon  the  plains, 

Forlorn  in  its  eternal  solitude, 

Forlorn,  and  like  a  Calvary,  the  sign-post  stood. 

Bewildered  in  his  pain, 

Each  lane 

Knelt  down  before  the  cross  and  wept — 

And  the  full  moon  that  passed 

Looked  down  upon  the  cross  aghast, 

And  wept,  and  o'er  her  sorrow  drew 

The  black  hood  of  the  clouds  anew. 

Bewildered  in  his  pain, 

Each  lane 

Crept 

Shuddering  upon  his  way  again. 

Bewildered  o'er  the  plains, 
Bewildered,  and  before  their  eyes 
A  veil  of  rain — 
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Bewildered,  the  four  lanes 

Passed  on  to  the  hid  corners  of  the  skies. 

Through  the  long  night  the  rain 
Was  like  the  beat 
Of  sad,  innumerable  feet — 
Through  the  long  night  the  rain 
Was  like  the  tears  of  some  involuntary  pain- 
Through  the  long  night  the  rain, 
Bewildered,  wept  upon  the  plain. 
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THE  BRIDGE} 

TO  ARTHUR  BIRTLES 

HERE,  with  one  leap, 

The  bridge  that  spans  the  cutting  ;  on  its  back 

The  load 

Of  the  main- road, 

And  under  it  the  railway-track. 

Into  the  plains  they  sweep, 

Into  the  solitary  plains  asleep, 

The  flowing  lines,  the  parallel  lines  of  steel — 

Fringed  with  their  narrow  grass, 

Into  the  plains  they  pass, 

The  flowing  lines,  like  arms  of  mute  appeal. 

A  cry 

Prolonged  across  the  earth— a  call 

To  the  remote  horizons  and  the  sky  ; 

The   whole   east    rushes   down    them    with  its 

light, 

And  the  whole  west  receives  them,  with  its  pall 
Of  stars  and  night — 
The  flowing  lines,  the  parallel  lines  of  steel. 

And  with  the  fall 

Of  darkness,  see  !  the  red, 

Bright  anger  of  the  signal,  where  it  flares 

Like  a  huge  eye  that  stares 

On  some  hid  danger  in  the  dark  ahead. 
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A  twang  of  wire — unseen 

The  signal  drops  ;  and  now,  instead 

Of  a  red  eye,  a  green. 

Out  of  the  silence  grows 

An  iron  thunder — grows,  and  roars,  and  sweeps, 

Menacing  !     The  plain 

Suddenly  leaps, 

Startled,  from  its  repose — 

Alert  and  listening.     Now,  from  the  gloom 

Of  the  soft  distance,  loom 

Three  lights  and,  over  them,  a  brush 

Of  tawny  flame  and  flying  spark — 

Three  pointed  lights  that  rush, 

Monstrous,  upon  the  cringing  dark. 

And  nearer,  nearer  rolls  the  sound, 

Ivouder  the  throb  and  roar  of  wheels, 

The  shout  of  speed,  the  shriek  of  steam  ; 

The  sloping  bank, 

Cut  into  flashing  squares,  gives  back  the  clank 

And  grind  of  metal,  while  the  ground 

Shudders  and  the  bridge  reels — 

As,  with  a  scream, 

The  train, 

A  rage  of  smoke,  a  laugh  of  fire, 

A  lighted  anguish  of  desire, 

A  dream 

Of  gold  and  iron,  of  sound  and  flight, 

Tumultuous  roars  across  the  night. 
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The  train  roars  past — and,  with  a  cry, 

Drowned  in  a  flying  howl  of  wind, 

Half-stifled  in  the  smoke  and  blind, 

The  plain, 

Shaken,  exultant,  unconfined, 

Rises,  flows  on,  and  follows,  and  sweeps  by, 

Shrieking,  to  lose  itself  in  distance  and  the  sky. 


AN  OIL  MILL 

RECTANGULAR, 

A  chaos  of  piled  roofs  that  rise, 

Immense  against  the  melancholy  skies  ; 

Rectangular, 

The  glare 

Of  many  a  lighted  window-square, 

And  here  and  there, 

Diagonal  across  the  gloom,  the  bar 

Of  a  great  crane  ; 

Rectangular, 

The  spaces  where  the  arc-light  falls, 

The  stretch  and  crossings  of  the  street, 

The  deep  black  holes  of  shadow,  and  the  walls 

That,  like  blind  towering  faces,  reach  to  meet 

The  melancholy  skies  in  a  long  line  ; 

Rectangular, 

The  black 

Tower  of  the  chimney-stack, 

The  low-browed  doorway,  and  each  fine 

Cable  and  perpendicular  chain  ; 

Rectangular, 

The  turgid  waters  of  the  drain, 

Sluggish  between  their  barricades  of  night — 

Waters  where  shine 

Isles  of  prismatic  beauty  as  the  stain 

Of  oil  reflects  the  transitory  light  ; 

Rectangular, 

Rhomboid,  and  cube,  and  cone,  the  oil  mill  lies, 

Immense,  under  the  melancholy  skies. 
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FROM  THE  SOUTH-WEST 

THE  cry 

Of  the  whole  west  goes  through  the  sky, 
And  the  stars  flicker,  like  the  light 
Of  candles  in  the  night. 

There  are  loud  waves  upon  the  Devon  coast, 
Sent  up  in  batteries  of  white  assault ; 
Rank  after  rank,  they  beat 
Against  the  cliffs  that  cry  them  "  Halt  !  " 
And  fling  them  to  defeat. 

All  down  the  highway  of  the  Severn  Sea 

The  light-ships  sway  about  ; 

And,  here  and  there,  the  spark 

Of  a  far  light-house,  through  the  dark, 

Goes  out 

And  shines  again,  continually. 

And  there  are  trees  that  lean  inland 
Upon  the  fields  of  Somerset — 
They  are  like  men  who  stand 
With  proud  heads  bowed 
And  faces  shrouded  in  regret. 

And  lonely  farms  that  lie  asleep 

Upon  the  breasts  of  lonely  moors — 

Wild  fingers  tap  upon  their  doors 

And  round  their  chimneys  wild  wings  sweep. 
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A  voice  goes  up  from  Exmoor,  from  the  height 

Of  Holstone  and  of  Trentishoe  ; 

The  hills  of  Quantock  cry  aloud, 

The  Mendips  answer  through  the  night ; 

Enormous  words  that  wake 

Tumultuous  echoes  of  the  sea 

From  every  hill     . 

And  every  vale  between  ; 

Enormous  words  that  shake 

Wild  music  from  the  woods  of  Leigh, 

And  from  the  woods  of  Dean  ; 

Enormous  words  that  flow 

Over  the  plains  and  meadows,  shire  on  shire, 

Until 

The  willows  of  the  Thames  grow  shrill 

And  clamorous  with  sad  desire. 

The  cry 

Of  the  whole  west  goes  through  the  sky, 
And  the  stars  flicker,  like  the  light 
Of  candles  in  the  night. 


22 


VISION 

CALM  was  the  summer  night, 

And  the  frail  stars  aloft 

Distilled  through  the  warm  winds  their  soft 

Millennial  light. 

In  them  did  space  break  forth  in  flower  ; 

Petal  of  flame  and  fiery  fruit, 

They  hung  upon  the  tree  of  power — 

Its  thousand  branches  wide  ; 

And  in  their  beauty  justified 

Time's  flowing  sap  and  hidden  root. 

And  the  warm  wind  passed  fingering 

The  leaf-strings  of  the  harps  of  earth, 

Waking  hushed  harmonies  forlorn  ; 

While  from  the  standing  corn 

A  song  took  birth 

As  from  a  million  tongues  of  faint  desire  ; 

A  song  that,  lingering 

One  moment  in  its  wayward  mirth, 

Passed  upward  to  the  heights  of  fire. 

Down  in  the  shallow  valley,  here  and  there, 
Burned  the  warm  comfort  of  a  window-square  ; 
And  from  the  village,  now  and  then, 
Came  voices  of  the  world  of  men — 
A  closing  door,  a  stray  dog's  bark — 
Came  burdened  with  familiar  thought, 
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Came  and  were  caught 

Up  by  the  silent  night  and  wrought 

To  patterned  beauty,  in  the  web  of  gloom 

Which  stars,  and  wind,  and  leafy  dark 

Wove  on  the  summer's  loom. 

Calm  was  the  night — 

The  stars  aloft 

Flowered  heaven  with  their  soft 

Large  light. 

O  stars  that  hung  like  blossoms  of  mild  fire 

Upon  the  branches  of  my  soul's  desire — 

O  how  my  soul,  like  a  vast  wind,  caressed 

Your  beauty,  where  you  lay 

Not  far  away, 

But  lambent,  clear, 

And  intimately  near 

Upon  the  tranquil  passion  of  my  breast ! 

O  how  my  soul,  diffused  upon  the  gloom, 

Stole  from  your  gardens,  bloom  on  bloom, 

The  fragrance  of  eternal  life  ! 

Myriad-stringed,  earth's  harp  of  trees 
Thrummed  in  my  soul  a  hushed  accompaniment 
To  many  a  singing  impulse  sent 
Beyond  the  narrow  ring 
Where  thought  is  king  ; 
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And  far  beyond  the  lonely  strife 

Of  grief  and  discontent, 

Into  what  holy  firmament 

Surrounding  with  its  violet  night  sublime 

The  golden  orbits  of  all  time  ! 

And  every  window-square 

That,  here  and  there, 

Burned  in  the  shallow  valley  through  the  dark, 

And  from  the  world  of  men 

The  voices,  now  and  then, 

That  came — the  closing  door,  the  stray  dog's 

bark — 

O  how  my  soul  in  them  reached  out 
To  all  of  me  I  knew  not  and  yet  loved  ; 
That  other  self  that  dwelt  unproved, 
That  dwelt  beyond  all  doubt  ! 
O  how  my  soul  was  poured 
Exhaustless  from  its  fountains  in  the  night, 
To  reach  with  eager  flowing  kisses 
The  very  deeps  of  life's  abysses  ! 
O  how  my  soul  sang  in  its  fierce  delight  ! 
O  how  my  soul  adored  ! 

O  calm  divinely  was  the  summer  night, 

And  the  incredible  stars  aloft 

Distilled  through  the  harmonious  winds  their 

soft 
Large  and  millennial  light. 

25 


HUMBER    DOCK 

O  BRAVE  adventures  in  the  wind  and  light ! 
O  marvel  of  all  sound  !     O  miracles  of  sight ! 
And  my  own  soul,  at  watch  in  ears  and  eyes, 
Waiting  to  crown  each  new  delight 
With  wreaths  of  sweet  surprise  ! 

A  clear  October  day — the  sun, 
Haloed  in  misty  bronze  and  dun, 
Goes  to  his  gold  carousals  in  the  west ; 
While  round  his  steps,  like  courtier  crowds 
For  holiday  and  music  dressed, 
Presses  the  purple  pomp  of  clouds. 

Swift  at  my  feet,  the  river  brown, 
With  busy  waves  and  crossing  tide, 
Comes  crying  its  old  challenge  to  the  town, 
That  mile  on  mile  of  quay  and  dock, 
Of  crane,  and  bridge,  and  lock, 
Throngs  eagerly  to  the  low  H  umber-side. 

Black  on  the  quay-side,  crane  on  crane, 
Like  huge  metallic  monsters  stand  ; 
And  each  one  in  his  lifted  hand 
Holds  a  long  length  of  chain — 
The  chains  that  bind  the  sea  and  land 
And  link  to  earth's  desire  the  ocean  and  its  gain. 
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The  ceaseless  trafficking  of  feet 

Through  the  grey  chasms  of  the  street — 

The  war  and  roar  of  wheels — the  beat 

And  clang  of  hoofs — 

The    iron    tongues   and    the  loud    words    they 

speak — 

The  siren's  hoot — the  engine's  shriek — 
The   thousand  echoes  from  the  crowded  walls 

and  roofs. 

And  suddenly,  a  shrill 

Bell  rings  ! 

And  suddenly,  a  silence  falls 

On  clang  of  hoof  and  roar  of  wheelr 

And  all  the  crowded  roofs  and  walls 

Grow  still. 

And  lo  !  the  great  bridge  turns  and  swings 

Its  majesty  of  girdered  steel — 

The  great  bridge  turns  and  flings 

In  a  slow  gesture  wide 

Earth's  arms  in  welcome  to  the  sea  ; 

The  great  bridge  swings  and  opens  free 

The  turnpike  of  the  tide  : 

And  there, 

Slow-threading  the  blue  thoroughfare, 
Dim  through  the  tug's  black  smoke  and  shining 
steam, 
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— The  mast-head  sways  about 

Through  the  smoke-clouds  in  and  out — 

Exultant  o'er  the  tug's  white  churn  of  foam, 

— And  against  the  smoke  the  rags 

Of  the  flying  signal-flags — 

Fresh  from  the  ocean  and  its  dream, 

A  ship  comes  home  ! 

And  O  the  dreams  about  her  mast-head  clinging  ; 

The  echoes  that  about  her  cordage  run  ! 

I  hear  the  Norway  pines  in  the  storm  singing, 

I  see  the  fjords  and  the  midnight  sun. 

I  hear  the  thrum  of  soft  guitars, 

I  see  the  glint  of  mellow  wine, 

Where  lovers  sing  beneath  the  stars 

That  on  the  Tagus  shine. 

I  see  the  silent  sunlight  fall 

On  trays  of  burning  oranges, 

Against  some  white  and  dazzling  wall 

In  the  market  place  of  Fez. 

I  see  the  shores  of  Asia  where  they  swoon 

Upon  the  waves  asleep  ; 

And  haunted  regions  where  slow  rivers  creep 

In  brazen  silence  through  the  brazen  noon. 

I  see  a  coral  island  calm 

Where,  tall  and  motionless,  the  palm 

Looks   at   its    image   drowned    in    the  intense 

lagoon. 
And  now  a  dusty  caravan 
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From  Ispahan  or  Trebizond, 

Rich  with  lacquer,  faint  with  spice, 

And  freighted  down  with  merchandise 

From  wonderlands  beyond — 

Where  Buddhas  sit  in  jewelled  peace 

Above  the  snow  of  cherry-trees 

And  Fujiyama  dreams  beneath  the  moon. 

Or,  tower  on  tower,  and  storey  piled  on  storey, 

The  myriad-handed  and  the  myriad -eyed, 

Immense  in  all  her  terror  and  her  glory, 

Immense  in  stone  and  iron,  in  gold  and  flame, 

New  York  in  all  her  splendour  and  her  shame, 

New  York  in  all  her  pride  ! 

Dim  through  the  smoke  and  steam, 
Exultant  o'er  the  foam, 
Fresh  from  the  ocean  and  its  dream, 
The  ship  comes  home. 

Into  its  place  again 

The  great  bridge  swings  its  majesty  of  steel  ; 

Once  more  through  the  loud  street 

Begins  the  trafficking  of  feet — 

The  clang  of  hoof,  the  roar  of  wheel, 

The  siren-hoot,  the  engine-shriek — 

The  walls  and  all  their  echoes  wake, 

The  iron  tongues  begin  to  speak — 

The  walls  and  all  their  echoes  shake 

To  the  chaotic  laughter  of  a  shunting  train. 

29 


O  brave  adventures  in  the  wind  and  light ! 

O  marvel  of  all  sound  !     O  miracles  of  sight  ! 

And  my  own  soul  that  takes 

The  scattered  words  and  makes 

Thereof  a  paean  for  the  world's  one  might ! 

The  patient  force  of  brain  and  hand 

That  builds  its  thrones  upon  the  land, 

And  bids  the  seas 

Creep  cringing  on  their  knees, 

With  gifts  and  homage  and  a  roar  of  praise  ; 

That  harnesses  the  wind  and  fire 

In  the  red  forge  of  its  desire, 

And,  on  the  sounding  anvil  of  its  days, 

Beats  out  with  pride  and  strife 

The  circlet  of  the  earth's  renown, 

Wherewith  to  crown 

The  splendid  brows  of  life. 


PAPER  FLOWERS 

TO  CONNIE  APPLETON 

ON  either  side, 

House  after  house  along- — 

Low  roofs  that  crouch  and  lean  and  throng, 

And  strive  to  meet 

And  touch  across  the  narrow  street ; 

Windows  that  gaze 

Half-witted,  in  a  cold  amaze 

At  the  few  passers-by  ; 

Doorways  that  cry 

Aloud  some  inarticulate  wrong  ; 

Doorways  that  guard 

Their  griefs  with  bolted  doors  and  barred  ; 

Dark  courts,  half-hidden  from  the  street— 

And  all  the  feet 

Of  those  that  traffic  to  and  fro 

Wake  them  to  laughter 

Mocking  and  low — 

Wake  them  to  laughter 

Mocking  and  loud  and  following  after 

The  way  they  go. 

On  either  side, 

House  after  house  along — 

The  narrow  street  is  like  a  song, 

The  sad,  monotonous  song  of  one 

Who  hath  no  joy  and  little  pride 
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And  loveth  not  the  sun. 

And  there, 

Half  impudence,  half  doubt, 

Leering  and  peeping  in  and  out, 

Undeified, 

Love,  like  a  ragged  urchin,  goes 

Whistling  upon  his  way — who  knows 

What  ribald  air. 

Then,  suddenly, 
— Just  where 

The  sun  shoots  down  a  slanting  shower 
Of  pale  and  dusty  light — 

See   them  !    massed    up !    filling    the    window- 
square  ! 

Paper  and  paint,  aflame  and  bright, 
Yellow,  and  red,  and  green,  and  white, 
Flower  upon  flower 
Flashes  and  flaunts  and,  unaware, 
Takes  captive  sight  ! 

And  suddenly, 
The  sad,  monotonous  song, 
— House  after  house  the  narrow  street  along— 
Bursts  to  a  vivid  major  and  flames  out 
In  fields  of  green  wind-fragrant  ecstasy, 
Rich  with  the  breaking  blossoms  of  divine  sur- 
prise ! 
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O  song  that  once,  of  old, 

Broke  o'er  the  silent  glades  of  Paradise  ! 

O  soft,  delirious  flowers  that,  chain  on  chain, 

Made  beautiful  its  gate  of  pain  ! 

And,  like  a  shout 

Of  fire, 

O  lovely  rose  of  man's  desire  ! 

O  there  are  echoes,  clear  and  wild, 

Of  laughter  under  April  skies  ; 

And  sighs 

Of  winds  that  wake 

The  first  green  in  the  brake, 

Kissing  the  closed  eyes 

Of  winter's  child  ! 

O  there  are  echoes,  wild  and  clear, 

Of  lovers  singing  in  their  joy  ; 

And  all  the  mystery 

Of  day  and  night,  and  land  and  sea, 

Trembles  near  ; 

And  all  the  tales  that  ever  told 

Love's  secret  in  the  ear  of  time 

Pass  to  and  fro  like  gentle  feet 

Along  the  street, 

And  with  the  lilt  and  chime 

Of  an  old  rhyme 

Haunt  the  day  ! 
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And  there, 

— The  pallid  sunlight  grows 
Golden  among  his  tousled  hair — 
Love,  like  a  ragged  urchin,  goes 
Whistling  upon  his  way. 


A  WAREHOUSE— SUNDAY  EVENING 

THE  sky 

Flows  like  the  blue  dusk  of  a  dream 

Down  the  vast  funnel  of  the  street — 

On  either  side, 

Silent,  and  menacing,  and  high, 

Huge  walls  rise  up  and  towering  gables  meet 

The  still  half-light  in  a  long  zig-zag  line  ; 

Huge  walls  in  which  no  windows  gleam, 

But,  here  and  there,  dim  arches  wide 

L/oom, 

Enormous  from  the  gloom. 

Star  after  star,  the  street-lamps  shine 

Like  sentinels  ;  while  far  ahead 

In  the  black  gulf  a  single  star  burns  red. 

Deeper  the  blue  grows  with  the  dying  day, 

The  silence  grows  more  deep, 

Even  the  echoes  now  have  crept  away  ; 

And  the  great  warehouse  lies, 

Under  the  dusky  dreaming  of  the  skies, 

Asleep. 
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THE  CARAVAN 


The  sun  is  like  a  silver  shield 
That  lies, 

Left  by  some  hero  of  the  skies, 
Upon  the  day's  victorious  field. 

The  hedge  is  like  the  thoughts  of  him 
Whose  ways  are  safe  and  free  from  stress, 
Who  cannot  see  beyond  the  rim 
Of  his  own  blessedness. 

The  trees  are  like  the  sentinels 
Of  immemorial  mystery, 
And  each  one  dwells 
Inviolate  in  secrecy. 

Suddenly,  road,  and  hedge,  and  trees, 

Blue  sky,  green  earth,  are  blotted  out — 

A  loud 

Hammer  of  sound  shatters  the  fragile  peace  ; 

And  lo, 

Where,  moving  slow, 

Obscure  in  smoke,  chaotic  through  the  cloud 

Of  whirling  dust,  with  many  a  curse  and  shout, 

A  traction-engine  grinds  its  way  along  ! 
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O  the  wild  song 

Of  the  swift  fly-wheel  where  it  spins  unseen  ! 

O  the  confused,  wild  peal 

Of  laughter  from  the  piston-rods  of  steel  ! 

The  scream 

Of  furious  steam  ! 

And,  after,  a  long,  lumbering  line, 

— O  how  the  fittings  shine 

In  brass  and  glass  !  and  every  wheel 

Painted  bright, 

Yellow  and  red  and  blue  and  green — 

The  caravan  ! 

Here  are  the  booths  of  many  a  fair 

Packed  up  and  stacked  with  rope  and  stay  ; 

Here  swing  the  lamps  that,  with  their  flare 

Of  naphtha-light, 

Throw  monstrous  shadows  across  the  square, 

And  turn  the  night 

Into  a  glaring  mask  of  day  ; 

Here  is  the  organ,  crude  and  loud, 

To  draw  the  crowd 

With  gay 

Tympanum-clash  and  trumpet-blare. 

Here  is  the  lofty  pole  and  bright, 
Where  he  who  can 
May  swing — 
And  again  swing — 
The  hammer,  till  he  ring 
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The  bell  that  winks  upon  the  height, 

And  prove  himself  a  man  ; 

Here,  with  her  huge  mouth  opened  wide, 

u  Aunt  Sally  "  gapes  upon  the  country  side  ; 

And  there  a  cage 

Confines  a  tiger  and  his  golden  rage. 

And  here, 

The  horses  of  desire  !  the  ships  of  fear  ! 

Horses  that  sweep  the  soul,  sublime, 

Beyond  the  rims  of  space  and  time  ; 

And  ship  on  ship 

Of  strange  adventure — how  they  fly, 

And  roll  and  dip, 

Under  what  glare  of  whirling  sky, 

On  what  fantastic  maelstrom-lip. 

O  flashing  prows  that  plunge  and  strain 

Round  and  around  and  back  again  ! 

O  flashing  steeds  that  plunge  and  prance, 

Insane, 

Down  all  the  lighted  highways  of  romance  ! 

And  here 

A  house  on  wheels  brings  up  the  rear — 

And  through  the  doorway  you  may  spy 

A  hand,  a  movement,  or  the  glance 

Of  a  quick,  furtive  eye  ; 

And  there, 
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Perched  on  the  caravan's  last  stair, 
A  monkey  with  red  coat  and  gleaming  metal 
chain. 

The  cloud  of  dust  sweeps  up  and  round, 

Enveloping  the  waggon-train  ; 

Already  with  a  duller  sound 

The  traction-engine  grinds  into  the  plain  ; 

The  dust-cloud  settles,  now  the  trees  stand  clear, 

And  now  again 

The  hedge,  the  road,  and  the  green  fields  appear. 

The  sun  is  like  a  hole  of  light 
Pierced  by  a  bullet  in  its  flight 
In  the  blue  tent 
Which  is  the  firmament. 

The  hedge  is  like  a  vagabond 
That  goes  his  way  without  a  pack, 
That  goes,  and  never  once  turns  back, 
To  the  world's  twilight  and  beyond. 

The  trees  are  like  old  men  who  stand 
Before  their  doorways  in  the  sun, 
To  watch,  under  a  shaking  hand, 
The  way  that  youth  has  gone. 

The  road,  the  hedge,  the  trees, 

Blue  sky,  green  earth,  and  summer  peace. 
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BUNTING 

TO  MARCEL  VANDERAUWERA 

ABOVE — the  bright  cold  sky,  the  hush 

Of  sunlight  and  swift-flowing  clouds  ; 

Below — the  rush, 

The  waving  hands,  the  shining  eyes, 

The  loud  long  cheers,  the  loud  exultant  cries, 

Of  joyful  and  tumultuous  crowds  ; 

Between — flaming  along  the  street, 

Flaming  from  every  window  hung, 

And  flaming  flung 

From  house  to  house,  and  lifted  high 

A  flame  of  colour  against  the  sky, 

The  flags  ! 


The  flags — and  each  is  like  a  tongue, 

A  tongue  to  cry 

Aloud  for  joy  and  victory  ; 

And  each  is  like  a  hand 

Held  out  to  greet, 

See  where  their  ringers  meet 

And  touch  and  cling  across  the  street ; 

And  each  is  like  a  petal  torn 

From  some  wild  flower  of  fiery  stain  ; 

And  lo,  the  petals  that  adorn 

— String  upon  string — 

The  narrow  court  with  many  a  blossom-chain 
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And  each  is  like  a  wing 

Of  a  great  seraph  burning  with  the  flame 

Of  the  good  news  his  lips  proclaim  ; 

And  each  is  like  a  brand, 

A  torch  which  earth 

Lifts  up  to  heaven  in  her  mirth, 

Until  the  silent  clouds  and  white, 

Streaked  with  crude  colours  bright, 

Take  fire, 

And  heaven  answers  earth's  desire 

And  laughs  with  her  delight ! 

Above — the  sunlight  and  the  clouds  ; 

Below — the  flowing  crowds  ; 

And  there  between, 

Red,  white,  and  blue — red,  white,  and  green — 

Red,  yellow  and  black — against  the  sky, 

Colours  that  flash  and  flare, 

Street  after  street,  and  square  to  square, 

The  flags  ! 

The  flags  that  flap,  and  flaunt,  and  fly, 

The  flags  that  cry 

Aloud  for  joy  and  victory  ! 

The  flags,  aloft  in  the  wind  and  the  light, 

The  flags,  flaming  and  bright, 

Exultant,  the  flags  ! 

November  nth,  1918 
41 


A    BEGGAR 

His  back  against  the  railed  church-wall, 

Day  after  patient  day  he  takes  his  stand  ; 

A  merchant  without  merchandise 

Save  the  white  pity  of  his  eyes, 

A  vendor  without  wares  or  stall ; 

And  yet,  as  others  advertise 

Their  goods  for  market,  he  displays 

His  far  aloofness  from  his  kind, 

The  endless  midnight  of  his  days  : 

A  battered  visage  lifted  up, 

A  battered  cup 

Held  in  a  twisted  hand, 

A  battered  placard  with  its  one  word,  u  Blind." 

He  listens  to  the  feet, 

The  many  feet,  that  go 

Upon  the  pavement  to  and  fro  ; 

He  listens  to  the  roar  and  beat 

Of  wheels  and  hoofs  along  the  street  ; 

And,  now  and  then,  some  fragment  of  a  word, 

Some  drift  of  sentences  half-heard, 

A  laugh,  an  oath,  a  jest — 

Some  echo  of  the  world 

That  weeps  and  labours  and  exults  ; 

And  every  word  is  like  a  weapon  hurled 

Against  his  darkness,  and  insults 

The  silence  in  his  breast. 
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And,  now  and  then,  a  penny  clanks, 

Dropping  within 

His  battered  cup  of  tin  ; 

His  twisted  fingers  grope  for  it — his  thin 

Lips  move  to  mutter  a  gruff  word  of  thanks. 


Perhaps  the  sunlight's  yellow  heat, 

Falling  upon  his  face  upturned  to  feel, 

Brings  to  his  soul  a  hint 

Of  the  swift  copper  glint 

Along  the  tramway's  double  lines  of  steel, 

Or  a  great  square  of  glory  flung  athwart  the  street. 

Or  now  the  cold 

Touch  of  the  wind  upon  his  head, 
And  the  cold  fingers  of  the  rain, 
Paint  on  the  canvas  of  his  brain 
Pictures  of  low  clouds  rolled 
Through  heavens  of  tempestuous  lead 
And  misty  trees  aslant  upon  the  plain. 

The  tin  cup  in  his  hand, 

Day  after  day,  he  takes  his  stand, 

Staring  with  eyes  that  grope 

Beyond  the  silent  shapes  that  pass 

Across  his  spirit's  darkened  glass, 

Through  what  sad  regions  of  unshapen  hope  ! 
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Day  after  patient  day  he  takes  his  stand, 

Until  the  deeper  shadows  fall 

And  hide  his  little  night  in  the  great  night  of  all. 

His  tin  cup  in  his  hand, 

His  back  against  the  railed  church-wall, 

He  stands — staring  with  empty  eyes 

On  the  grey  reach  of  skies 

That  hang  above  the  city's  hospital. 
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THE   TREE 

TO  MY  MOTHER 

THE  great  tree  thirsted  for  the  sky. 

Massed,  shadowed  blue,  and  deep 

Rich  flare  of  green  ; 

Movement  of  flowing  wind-caught  draperies, 

Dancing  of  trailed  and  tasselled  hem  ; 

The  sheen 

Of  the  leaves'  grey  and  under-surfaces  ; 

And  here  and  there  between, 

The  wakeful  gold,  the  purple  sleep 

Of  the  rough  trunk  and  stem. 

Tragic,  magnificent,  alone, 

On  a  long  meadow-slope — 

Its  pillared  base  was  like  a  throne  ; 

Its  leaves  were  like  a  cloak 

Of  shifting  fire  and  drifting  smoke  ; 

And  its  roots  broke 

Like  stifled  needs,  half-uttered,  from  the  ground, 

And  drew  together,  bound 

Into  one  steadfast  and  triumphant  hope. 

Tragic,  magnificent,  alone — 
It  rose  to  dominate 
The  pastures  and  the  fields  around, 
fate. 
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There  was  no  other  near  it.     Far  away 

The  dim  edge  of  the  moorland  lay, 

Like  mist  left  there  by  the  wind's  last  weak 

breath  ; 

And  under  it  the  grey  main-road 
Like  a  broad  river  flowed. 

O  from  what  villages  and  towns 
Beyond  the  uplands  and  the  downs — 
O  from  what  plains  remote — 
What  valleys  haunted  by  the  note 
Of  cuckoos  on  the  breeze — 
O  from  what  silent  farms  and  still, 
Where  the  ploughed  field  climbs  up  the  hill, 
And  cattle,  half  asleep, 
Graze  in  cool  shadows  deep 
That  lie,  like  quiet  pools  of  blue,  beneath  the 
trees  ? 

The  great  tree  thirsted  for  the  sky. 

Spring  came,  and  it  knew  love  ;    the  hood 
Of  summer  fell  upon  it,  and  it  stood 
Long-lapped  in  dreams  of  hushed  accomplish- 
ment ; 

Then  autumn,  and  it  knew  the  joys 
Of  lusty  fatherhood ; 

Till  winter  followed,  and  it  heard  the  voice 
Of  the  eventual  end,  and  plumbed  the  deep 
Where  its  life  lay  asleep. 
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How  it  had  watched  the  years  go  by, 

The  seasons  come,  the  seasons  go — 

The  rain,  the  sun,  the  wind,  the  snow  ! 

Out  of  its  heart  it  sent 

Joyful  response  to  all  the  calls  of  heaven  ; 

It  drank  the  sun — it  drank  the  shower  ; 

In  battle  it  drew  forth  new  power 

From  tempests,  when  the  winds  were  caught 

And  strangled  in  its  arms  distraught ; 

It  took  the  morning  and  its  light 

And  the  keen  dews  of  night, 

And  every  impulse  by  the  rich  world  given — 

It  took  them  to  itself  and  made  of  them 

The  glory  of  its  trunk  and  stem  ; 

It  wove  them  to  the  fabric  of  its  life, 

And  made  of  them  its  cloak 

Of  fire  and  smoke  ; 

It  interfused  them  with  its  primal  force,  the  sap 

Drawn  from  Earth's  mother-pap  ; 

And,  for  the  forehead  of  its  strife, 

Fashioned  of  them 

A  living  diadem. 

And  all  the  winds  of  heaven  became 
Wide  voices  going  to  and  fro, 
Wide  voices  to  proclaim 
How,  year  on  year,  it  strove  to  grow 
More  beautiful  forever — and  to  show, 
Green-blazoned  to  the  light, 
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The  need 

Earth  had  of  it,  when,  long  ago, 

She  folded  in  her  patience  and  her  might, 

And  in  her  love,  the  seed. 

The  great  tree  thirsted  for  the  sky. 

Once — there  had  blown  a  long  wind  through 

the  night, 
The  sky's  despite 

Was  wreaked  upon  the  unoffending  plain  ; 
The  thunder  raced  its  echoes  through  the  dark, 
And  the  keen  lightning-spark 
Swept  down,  blue  fire,  along  the  slanting  rain — 
Once,  there,  at  dawn,  they  found, 
Fallen  with  all  its  leaves  upon  the  ground, 
Pitiable  in  the  spent  malice  of  the  wind, 
A  brave  branch  torn 
From  where,  far  up,  the  branches  meet, 
Torn  by  the  blind 
Hands  of  the  tempest  and  in  scorn 
Flung  at  its  father's  feet. 

But,  in  that  very  dawn,  there  sang 

A  bird  in  its  sad  branches,  and  the  plain 

And  all  the  hills  and  valleys  rang 

With  wonder  and  sweet  pain  ; 

Then  to  the  sorrow  of  its  leaves  was  lent 

The  voice  of  a  new  rapture,  and  the  tree 
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Up  to  the  heavens  sent 

Its  soul  in  bursts  of  splendid  agony. 

Then  was  the  cry  of  its  desire 

Tongued  with  new  fire  ; 

O  then,  supremely,  the  great  tree, 

Lifted  beyond  its  grief,  supremely  in  that  cry 

The  great  tree  thirsted  for  the  sky. 
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SONS   OF   ESAU 

THE  golden  glow  of  hid  electric  light 

Fell  on  them  as  they  moved  ; 

They  were  as  shapes  that  pass  unproved 

In  dream-processions  of  the  night. 

Under  the  golden  glow 

They  passed — blurred  figures  in  a  dream — 

Passed  and  repassed  ;  their  backs 

Bent  to  their  work,  as  to  and  fro 

They  wheeled  their  barrow-loads  of  sacks — 

Out  to  the  jetty,  where,  below, 

Vague  bulks  amid  the  gleam 

Of  pale  reflection  on  the  stream, 

The  barges  waited.     There,  the  crane 

Swept  over  them  aslant ;  each  hung 

His  load  upon  the  slackened  chain  ; 

And  the  crane  lifted  it.     And,  as  each  sack 

There,  for  a  moment,  swung 

Black 

Against  the  shadows  of  the  sky, 

It  looked  like  a  man's  body  from  some  high 

And  ghastly  gibbet  swung  to  die. 


Say,  to  what  kingdom  of  calm  loveliness, 
What  festival  of  tranquil  light, 
Into  the  arms  of  what  divine  caress, 
Did  the  sun  sink,  that  night  ? 

50 


Say,  what  sweet  music  of  Earth's  old  desire, 

What  singing  of  eternal  pain, 

Did  the  wind  make,  that  night,  sweeping  the 

lyre 
Of  naked  trees  upon  the  plain  ? 

Say,  how  the  great  moor  swept 

Under  the  sunset  and  the  wind's  low  song  ! 

How  the  hushed  valley  slept 

Without  a  dream — the  whole  night  long  ! 


PLATE-GLASS 

BRILLIANT  against  the  street, 

Square  after  glaring  square 

Of  huge  plate-glass, 

The  shop. 

And  O  the  phantom  crowds  that  pass 

Reflected  there  ! 

And  O  the  thousand  feet 

That,  passing,  turn  and  stop  ! 

And  O  the  thousand  eyes, 

That  turn  and  stare 

Entranced  upon  the  merchandise 

That  lies, 

Soft  in  the  warm  electric  glare, 

Behind  the  brilliant  window-sheet ! 

Obedient  to  eternal  laws, 
The  men  go  by,  the  women  pause  ; 
The  women  turn  their  eyes  to  gaze 
On  all  the  window-front  displays. 

Silks  to  ensnare 

The  flying  feet  of  light, 

Catch  in  their  fabric  all  the  glow  of  day  ; 

Soft  velvets  to  waylay 

The  shadows  and  the  mysteries  of  night  ; 

Blossoms  no  spring  had  painted  gay — 

Roses  and  lilies,  red  and  white, 
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Whose  petals  bright 

Fade  not  nor  fall  when  autumn  unaware 

O'ertakes  them  with  cold  skies  and  grey  ; 

Coney  and  fox  and  bear, 

Beaver  and  otter,  tamed  and  still — 

With  not  a  hint  of  forest  or  of  hill, 

Nor  winding  river  far  away  ; 

Laces  where  flies  the  foam  of  seas, 

Tissues  where  floats  the  drift  of  smoke, 

Scarfs  like  the  traceries 

Of  cloud,  and  feathers  like  the  falling  spray. 

Brilliant  behind  the  window-square, 

Soft  in  the  warm  electric  fire — 

For  one  a  hat,  for  one  a  cloak, 

And  for  another  the  caress 

Of  this  light  dress 

That  leaves  her  arms  and  shoulders  bare. 

And  each  one,  gazing  there, 

Sees  in  a  dream  herself  made  fair 

And  sweet  for  man's  desire. 

Here  Helen  comes  from  ancient  Troy, 
And  Cleopatra  from  the  Nile, 
And  this  is  Rosamond's  slow  smile, 
And  that  Isolda's  secret  joy. 

Brilliant  against  the  street,  the  shop — 
And  O  the  thousand  feet  that  stop  ! 
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And  O  the  women's  eyes  that  gaze 
On  all  the  window-front  displays  ! 

And  there, 

Behind  the  eyes  that  stare, 

Behind  the  longings  that  perplex, 

The  dreams  that  vex 

The  heart  with  vain  imagining, 

Crouched  in  her  lair, 

Crouched  ready  for  her  spring, 

The  monster,  Sex  ! 


EVENING  LIGHT 

INTENSE 

IN  tender  violence, 

The  infinite,  red  pity  of  the  skies 

From  zenith  to  horizon  shines. 

Across  the  road  the  trees  arise 

Black,  bare,  unfeatured  ;  through  the  line 

Of  their  crossed  branches,  glows 

The  winter  day  that  dies — 

Blue,  emerald,  amber,  orange,  rose, 

To  banks  of  solemn  violet 

Upon  the  hills  where  the  sun  set. 

Beyond,  where  the  old  river  flows, 

A  path  of  cold  and  placid  fire, 

Brush  after  brush, 

The  poplars  rush 

Upward,  like  shadows  of  the  earth's  desire. 

And  beyond  these,  beyond  the  shadowed  green 

Of  meadow  and  of  plain, 

The  silent  purple  of  the  hills  between 

The  bare  black  of  the  trees  ; 

The  hills  that  lie 

Purple  against  the  vivid  stain 

Of  orange  on  the  sky — 

Like  peace 

Asleep  in  the  convulsive  heart  of  pain. 
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And,  beyond  all,  intense 

In  tender  violence, 

The  infinite  red  pity  of  the  skies 

From  zenith  to  horizon  shines. 


ALLOTMENTS 

MONOTONOUS  and  regular 

And  mournful  the  allotments  lie, 

And  night, 

As  if  to  hide  their  misery  from  sight, 

Falls,  fold  on  fold,  from  the  cold  winter  sky. 

A  stretch  of  wretched  garden-land 
Backed  by  a  row  of  tenements  that  cringe 
— Monotonous  and  regular — 
Upon  the  city's  outer  fringe. 

Between  it  and  the  pavement-edge 
Straggles  a  torn  and  ragged  hedge  ; 
And,  here  and  there  about  it,  stand 
Rude  sheds  of  planking  smeared  with  tar  ; 
While,  in  a  corner,  a  rough  mast  and  spar 
Flutters  for  flag 
A  tattered  filthiness  of  rag. 

There  in  this  world  of  fog  and  smoke, 

— Monotonous  and  regular — 

Bent  figures  move  about ; 

They  are  the  pitiable  folk 

From  their  long  day  of  toil  let  out — 

From  their  day-labour  in  the  factory 

That  looms,  a  square-cut  menace  on  the  sky, 

Near-by. 
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Here,  one  will  plant  potatoes,  row  on  row, 

— Monotonous  and  regular — 

Another,  here,  will  grow 

Carrots  and  turnips,  beans  and  peas, 

Or  green  and  purple  cabbages  ; 

While  each  will  sow 

Nasturtium  or  sweet-pea — some  flower  to  bring 

Him  light  and  gladness  in  the  spring. 

Though  scarce  shall  the  bud  break,  till   from 

the  air 

Damp  soot  shall  fall  to  shroud  it  in  despair — 
Though  every  leaf 

Shall  hide  its  hope  in  hoods  of  grief — 
Though  no  flower-scent  shall  purify 
This  stench  of  oil,  this  reek  of  smoke, 
Where  a  poor  starved  humanity, 
And  its  poor  produce,  starved  and  stultified, 
Grow  side  by  side. 

So  far  from  nature's  first  intent, 

So  far  from  what  the  brown  earth  meant, 

So  far  from  what  the  wind  and  wet, 

The  seasons  and  the  sun, 

In  many  an  unlaborious  field  have  done  ! 

And  yet, 

When  one  of  these  poor  folk 

Shall  stand  and  gaze  in  summer's  easier  hours 

Upon  the  humbled  beauty  of  his  flowers, 
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Not  Adam,  in  his  Paradise, 

Beheld  with  more  of  worship  in  his  eyes 

The  first 

Rare  rose  that  burst 

In  lovely  wonder  to  the  skies. 

Monotonous  and  regular 
And  mournful  the  allotments  lie — 
While  night, 

As  if  to  hide  their  misery  from  sight, 
Falls,  fold  on  fold,  from  the  cold  catafalque  of 
sky. 
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ECSTASY. 

O  INDESCRIBABLE  light 

That  shone,  one  morning  in  the  silent  wood, 

Through  all  of  nature— pore  on  pore — 

As  if  some  hidden  door 

Had  opened  and  upon  my  sight 

L,et  in  interior  glory,  like  a  flood 

Of  wonderful,  new  meaning.      Here  a  tree, 

Familiar,  grew  ;  and,  no  whit  changed, 

Yet  stood  transfigured  and  estranged 

From  my  familiar  world  ;  it  seemed  to  be 

Some  burning  presence  never  guessed  till  then — 

The  large,  sweet  denizen 

Of  some  clear  world  beyond  the  world  of  men. 

That  was  no  glory  of  the  morning  poured 

Upon  its  shining  leaves  and  living  trunk, 

But  some  rich  spiritual  splendour  stored 

Within  it,  in  deep  cisterns  sunk 

Into  the  primal  being  of  the  Earth  ; 

That  now,  like  an  eternal  birth, 

Flowed  outward,  over-crowding  sense 

With  an  intense, 

Keen  brilliance,  beggaring  the  sun. 

The  delicate  moss,  the  green  blades,  one  by  one, 

Pointed  themselves  distinct,  as  they  had  been 

The  facets  in  some  jewel-screen — 

Wonderful  coloured  spires  of  glass, 

For  no  green  grass 

60 


Shone  ever  yet  so  crystalline 
With  inner  light  divine. 
And  if  the  grass — the  very  humblest  thing 
Wherewith  Earth  hides  the  granite  of  her  breast-- 
Shone thus,  what  of  the  insect's  wing  ? 
What  of  the  flower  ?     There  was  expressed 
In  each  some  passion  of  eternal  thought, 
Some  infinite  mood  of  rapture  caught, 
And  in  a  glowing  or  a  flashing  flame, 
— Where  the  flower  burned  through  dew, 
Or,  shade  to  shade,  the  flight 
Of  star-dust  through  the  night, 
The  iridescent  insect  flew — 
Given  a  lasting  glory  and  a  name. 
They  were  as  windows  whence  there  shone 
A  beauty  past  comparison  ; 
A  loveliness  above 
Colour  of  petals,  flash  of  wings — 
The  spell  of  immemorial  things 
And  lamps  of  olden  love. 
And  behind  all,  that  miracle  of  sky  ! 
O  no  blue  deep  of  ether  far  away — 
The  blazing  mantle  of  the  day, 
It  seemed  to  lie 

Close,  close  upon  the  earth.      The  fire 
Of  pointed  pine,  the  spreading  flare  of  ash, 
Touched  it  and  tore  it,  gash  on  gash 
Of  splendour  and  desire. 
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So  close,  it  seemed  to  brush  the  ground, 

And  wrap  all  things  around 

— Insect,  and  flower,  and  grass,  and  tree — 

In  its  blue  cloak  of  ecstasy. 

So  close,  it  seemed  to  penetrate 

The  deepest  soul  of  me  ; 

And  there  create, 

Profound,  and  wonderful  and  blue, 

An  image  of  itself  anew. 

O  indescribable  light ! 

O  light  of  Paradise  ! 

Yet  know  I  not  what  world  was  given 

In  joy  and  wonder  to  mine  eyes. 

O  glowing,  living  heaven, 

Beyond  this  earth,  within  it  and  around  ; 

O  sight  that  was  the  soul  of  sight, 

And  sound  the  soul  of  sound  ! 

O  divine  world,  where  man 

Walks  halt  and  deaf  and  blind, 

And  scarce  can  find 

One  passion  to  content,   one  hope   of  lasting 

worth  ; 

O  indescribable  Earth, 
In  one  swift  vision  snatched  from  time, 
And  made  eternal  and  sublime  ! 
O  Earth  that  art  my  friend, 
Never  thy  glory  nor  my  love  began, 
And  never  shall  they  end. 
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"  SUZANNE  " 

TO  HAROLD  H.  ABBOTT 

FLARE 

Of  the  late  sunlight  cold 

Between  the  crowded  craft  that  throng 

The  dock's  stone  basin  ;  flare  along 

The  narrow  water-ways,  where  black 

And  oily  surfaces  give  back 

A  glint  of  steel,  a  copper  glare, 

A  hint  of  momentary  gold. 

And  here,  the  chilly  sunlight  burns 

On  gaily  painted  stems  and  sterns 

Of  barges  packed  along  the  basin's  lip, 

Like  monstrous  beetles  side  by  side  ; 

And  here,  made  fast, 

With  rigid  spar  and  mast, 

Towering  above  them  in  her  pride, 

A  ship. 

Cutting  the  pale  light  of  the  skies, 

Her  three  tall  masts  arise — 

Her  three  tall  masts  and  rigid  spars 

Flung  wide, 

And  like  black  bars 

Slanting  across  the  sinking  sun. 

From  mast  and  spar  there  run 

L/ine  after  line 

Of  rigging  and  of  rope,  a  fine 

Fantastic  net  to  catch  and  hold 

The  day's  last  gift  of  gold. 
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And  there,  between  the  net's 
Fantastic  threads — dark  silhouettes 
Against  the  sun's  pale  light  aloof — 
The  City,  spire,  and  stack,  and  roof. 
The  City,  and  its  pride  and  pain 
Of  squandered  life  and  hungry  gain  ; 
The  City,  and  its  pain  and  pride 
Of  human  effort  deified. 

The  ship — and,  on  her  deck, 

A  man 

Stands  smoking  without  haste  or  aim  ; 

Against  the  sky  her  flag  is  like  a  speck 

Of  vivid  flame  ; 

And,  painted  on  her  bows,  her  name: 

"  Suzanne." 

The  ship — and,  seen  athwart  the  frame 
Of  mast  and  rigging,  spar  and  rope, 
The  City,  roof,  and  stack,  and  spire  ; 
The  City — and,  beyond,  the  hope 
Of  hid  horizons  wild  with  fire. 

The  ship — and  there,  in  one 

Swift  moment  caught, 

One  flash  of  visionary  thought, 

Comes  clear  to  me 

All  that  life  is  and  all  that  death  may  be 

A  ship,  a  city,  and  the  sun, 

Adventure,  and  an  open  sea. 
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THE  FIELD 

TO  JOHND.  WARE 

THE  town, 

Far-spreading,  tentacled,  immense  ! 

And,  like  a  cloak, 

Black  over  it,  the  dense 

Level,  low-lying  smoke  ; 

And,  like  a  crown, 

Above  the  smoke,  red-aureoled 

In  savage  gold, 

The  sun  goes  down. 

Urged  by  interior  laws 

— Hunger,  and  thirst,  and  lust  of  gain, 

Hunger,  and  thirst,  and  need — 

Urged  outward  without  pause, 

By  day,  by  night,  awake,  asleep, 

Its  tentacles  for  ever  creep 

Advancing  in  their  greed — 

And  in  their  train 

New  squares  of  joy,  new  courts  of  pain  ; 

In  hunger,  thirst,  and  lust  of  power, 

Its  tentacles  reach  outward  to  devour 

The  plain. 

Here,  at  the  city's  edge, 

A  field — a  sharp  triangle,  like  a  wedge 

Driven  between 

What  is  and  what  has  been. 
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A  phalanx-wedge  to  separate 

The  plain,  one  moment,  from  its  fate. 

The  field — and  here,  in  May, 
Blossoms  an  ancient  hawthorn  hedge — 
White  clouds  against  the  smoke's  blue  pall  ; 
And  here,  a  red-brick  garden-wall 
And  an  unfinished  end  of  street 
Mark  where  the  town  and  country  meet — 
Where  the  world's  hunger  pauses,  ere  it  slay 
Its  unprotected  prey. 

The  field — a  little  plot  of  grass 

Worn  bare  by  all  the  feet  that  pass  ; 

A  plot  of  grass  where  children  come  to  play  ; 

Where  ragged  heaps  of  refuse  lie 

In  the  calm  presence  of  the  sky — 

Old  boots,  a  hat,  a  battered  tin 

Leaning  awry,  half  full  of  slime — 

The  scales  of  the  shed  serpent-skin 

Along  the  track  of  time. 

Like  a  brave  smile  in  a  long  life's  despair 

The  lowly  daisy  blossoms  there  ; 

And,  like  a  song  spoken 

From  a  heart  broken, 

The  yellow  buttercup 

Its  soul  of  summer  hours  lifts  up. 

The  stunted  poplar-stump  puts  forth  its  leaf 

Obedient  to  the  saddened  spring, 
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The  linnets  and  the  robins  sing 

Their  songs  of  joy,  their  songs  of  grief  ; 

Or,  on  the  evening  hush, 

Breaks  out  the  golden  triumph  of  the  thrush. 

And  here  shining  and  beautiful, 

And  like  a  childhood  memory, 

— A  thing  which  olden  tears 

Keep  sacred  from  the  years — 

Shining  among  the  sodden  mud  and  grass, 

A  pool 

Reflects  the  silence  of  the  sky 

And  all  the  clouds  that  pass. 

Many  a  legend  of  old  happier  days, 

Like  a  sad  fragrance,  clings 

About  the  place  ! 

Legends  of  the  great  dawn  that  flings 

Its  purple  challenge  to  the  skies  ; 

Legends  of  many  a  wind  that  sings, 

Of  many  a  wind  that  cries  ; 

And  legends  of  the  rain, 

The  grey  monotonous  rain,  that  flies 

A  weeping  phantom  o'er  the  plain. 

O  for  the  sweep  of  moorlands  rolled 
Wave  after  wave  against  the  sky  ! 
O  for  the  brown  of  earth,  the  gold 
Of  wheat,  the  silver  cloud  of  rye, 
The  cry  of  poppies  in  the  thirsty  noon  ! 
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O  for  the  swoon 

Of  ancient  trees  that  dream  all  night, 

A  night  of  blue  and  whispered  light, 

A  night  of  the  full  moon  ! 

O  for  the  farm  that  stands  aloof 

Amid  the  silence  of  the  day, 

The  yellow  rick  with  pointed  roof, 

The  wagons  with  their  painted  wheels  and  gay 

Piled,  husky-sweet,  with  hay  ! 

O  for  broad  rivers  where  they  wind 

I,ike  large  thoughts  in  a  peaceful  mind, 

A  mind  at  peace  with  destiny, 

— Rivers  that  neither  shun  nor  hasten  to  the 

sea  ! 

O  for  the  humble  life  that  lies 
Between  the  valley  and  the  hill — 
The  nursling  of  the  soil, 
The  adopted  of  the  skies  ; 
The  humble  life  whose  hidden  toil 
Is  one  with  Nature's  primal  will — 
Man's  sacred  first  necessities  ! 

The  town 

Far-spreading,  tentacled,  immense  ! 

And  like  a  crown 

Above  the  dense 

Cloak  of  the  smoke,  red-aureoled 

In  savage  and  heroic  gold, 

The  sun  goes  down. 
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BONFIRES 

THE  hard  clear  line 

Of  roof  and  parapet, 

Of  roof  and  spire  and  chimney-stack  ; 

Cut  in  uncompromising  black, 

Like  jet, 

Against  a  glow  of  tawny  light — the  shine, 

Now  falling  low,  now  leaping  high, 

Of  hidden  bonfires  on  the  sky. 

And,  above  this,  the  solemn  company 
Of  clouds  that  move  across  the  night, 
And,  calm  beyond  the  clouds,  the  white 
Face  of  the  wrinkled  moon. 

And  sudden,  whosoever  turns 

The  corner,  sees  alight 

The  bonfire  where  it  roars  and  burns  ; 

Curled  smoke,  voluminous  cloud  on  cloud  ; 

The  dark  bulk  of  the  swaying  crowd  ; 

The  long 

Swift  shadows  wheeled  across  the  street ; 

A  face,  picked  brilliant  from  the  throng ; 

The  rows  of  crimson  window-squares  ; 

The  street-lamp  where  it  stands  and  stares 

Upon  the  flames  that  flare  and  fall ; 

The  shimmering  curtain  of  a  wall 

Hung  swaying  from  what  windy  poles  aloof 

Of  trembling  parapet  and  roof ! 
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O  loud  and  clear  in  every  brain 

The  joyful  news  rings  like  a  bell — 

Men  shout  and  women  tell 

Each  other  once  again 

The  splendid  and  familiar  tale. 

Now  like  a  gale 

Their  exultation  sings  ;    now  like  a  tide 

Their  pride 

Sweeps  them  beyond  the  things  they  know, 

And  far  below 

The  deepest  in  themselves,  until  the  vast 

Ocean  of  all  their  nation  and  its  past 

Seizes  them,  helpless  in  its  power, 

And  bears  them  in  its  flowing  strife 

Beyond  the  triumph  of  the  hour 

Into  the  rage  of  universal  life. 

Men  cannot  reach 

The  measure  of  their  souls  in  speech — 

But  here  wild  snatches  of  a  song 

Break  from  the  throng  ; 

Loud  shouting  here,  and  there  long  cheers, 

And  foolish  laughter  deep  as  tears. 

And  now  a  rocket  rips  the  night, 
And  a  swift  cry 
Follows  the  rocket  in  its  flight 
And  with  it  bursts  to  "  Victory  !  " 
And  every  bonfire,  blaze  on  blaze, 
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Is  but  a  wing  of  wonder  and  delight, 
A  singing  tongue  of  praise. 

The  hard,  clear  line 

Of  roof  and  parapet, 

Like  jet 

Against  the  shine, 

Now  falling  low,  now  leaping  high, 

Of  bonfires  on  the  sky. 

And  above  all  the  company 

Of  solemn  clouds  across  the  night, 

And,  calm  beyond  the  clouds,  the  white 

Face  of  the  wrinkled  moon. 

November  nth,  1918. 
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BLENHEIM    COURT 

UNBEAUTIFUL, 

Torpid,  and  cramped,  and  dull, 
On  a  back  street,  narrow  and  mean, 
Opens  the  small  irregular  square 
Of  Blenheim  Court. 


The  houses  there 

Stand  like  a  little  crowd 

Of  weary  people  with  heads  bowed, 

And  lean 

Against  each  other  for  support. 

The  houses  stare 

From  their  grey  windows — O  poor  eyes 

That  never  flash  with  laughter  or  surprise, 

Too  old  in  misery  to  weep, 

Too  tired  to  sleep  !  — 

The  houses  stare  upon  the  space  between 

Of  black  and  cracked  asphalt, 

The  symbol  of  their  infinite  despair. 

For  these  are  they 

Whom  life 

Has  left  behind  him  on  his  way, 

Too  broken  to  obey 

The  trumpet-call  of  his  eternal  strife. 
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And  now,  cold  heart  and  empty  hand, 
With  slouching  roof  and  stooping  wall, 
Leaning  and  looking  like  to  fall, 
They  stand 
A  derelict,  unhappy  band. 

A  shawl 

Over  her  head, 

A  worn,  hard-visaged  woman  stands  before 

Her  open  door ; 

And  in. her  eyes  of  lead 

The  dreams  of  all  her  life  lie  dead. 

A  young  man,  old  in  vice, 

Skulks  about ; 

And  the  alert  suspicion  in  his  eyes, 

As  from  behind  a  lowered  blind,  looks  out 

Upon  a  world  which  need  and  doubt 

People  with  enemies. 

And  here,  a  child  at  play, 

Builds  out  of  mud  a  mimic  fort — 

With  moat  and  palisade 

And  match-stockade  ; 

While  from  its  roof  the  gay 

Flag  of  what  fabulous  fame 

Flares  on  the  visionary  winds  aflame  ; 

And  from  its  door,  a  battered  company, 

Tin  soldiers  march  abreast  to  certain  victory  ! 
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And  as  he  builds,  lo  !  Blenheim  Court, 

And  all  its  crowd 

Of  weary  houses,  like  a  cloud 

Trembles,  and  in  the  strong  storm  of  his  dream 

Sweeps  away ; 

And  there  is  left  against  the  skies 

A  flag,  which  visionary  winds  unroll, 

A  flag — and  for  its  emblem  and  device, 

The  immortal  childhood  of  the  soul 

And  life's  eternal  enterprise. 
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STARS 

TO  CHARLES  H.  CORE 

I  CANNOT  see  the  stars,  unmoved 

By  wings  of  terror  and  delight, 

And  ever  I  have  loved 

The  close-thronged  glory  of  a  winter  night. 

Aldebaran  and  Rigel — name  to  name 

Flash  the  keen  thoughts  of  wonder ;   then  the 

soft 

Fair  Pleiades — Orion  and  his  fame — 
Blazing  Capella,  and  the  bright 
Splendour  of  Sinus  ;  while  aloft 
Shines  Jupiter,  a  lamp  of  beautiful  gold  flame. 

A  child,  they  were  as  gems  to  me, 

Clear  jewels  on  the  robe  of  God  ; 

And  my  child's  worship  met  no  frown 

Upon  the  Brows  that  wore  the  Northern  Crown  ; 

While  in  the  Galaxy  I  saw 

The  breathless  pathway  where  Jehovah  trod, 

The  way  of  love,  not  law  ; 

And,  seeing  it,  my  spirit  was  bowed  down 

In  joyful  ecstasy. 

Then,  as  thought  came,  and  young  imaginings 
Fled  from  the  truth — O  the  swift,  startled  wings 
Of  dreams  caught  by  the  garish  day  !  — 
The  glory  of  the  winter  night 
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hah  its  gold  and  all  its  old  delight ; 
And  I  beheld  the  stars  as  spray 
Of  the  dark  wave  of  force  rolled  on  for  ever, 
Whither  none  knows,  and  none  knows  whence  ; 
Bright  atoms  in  the  play 
Of  blind  omnipotence. 
The  symbols  of  a  flowing  Might 
On  whose  breast  lay 
All  that  life  is  and  all  that  life  shall  be, 
Like  leaves  upon  the  cold  breast  of  a  river 
Roaring  in  flood  and  lost  in  some  oblivious  sea. 

To-day,  I  look  no  more  to  find 

Some  ordered  brightness  of  creative  thought ; 

Nor  are  the  stars  like  blossoms  caught 

And  whirled  away  upon  a  blind 

Wild  fury  of  eternal  wind. 

I  see  them  deeds,  heroic  and  divine — 

Bright  moments  of  abysmal  life  ; 

They  are  as  crowns  of  victory  that  shine 

Upon  the  brows  of  strife — 

Of  splendid  conquest,  winning  from  the  dark 

What  principalities  of  rich  desire  ; 

A  surging  fire, 

Scattered  to  flying  spark  on  spark, 

From  the  vast  forge  sublime 

That  roars  for  ever  in  the  heart  of  time  ! 

Flashed  words  are  they,  and  singing  flames 

Of  silence  where  she  breaks  her  chain, 
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Clear  golden  cries 

Flung  through  the  purple  silence  of  the  skies  ! 

O  how  the  very  music  of  their  names 

— Aldebaran  and  Rigel,  and  the  rest — 

Wakens  again 

Primeval  wonder  and  unrest ! 

Their  names — and  each  the  name  of  one  bright 

instrument 

I/oud  with  some  ageless  theme  it  would  express — 
A  separate  glory  ;    yet  all  glories  bent 
To  one  far-flung  intent 
In  God's  orchestral  consciousness. 
Their  names — and,  through  the  shining  melodies 
That  sing  and  circle  in  the  abyss, 
The  distant  rapture  of  that  Name  which  is 
The  rhythm  of  the  centuries. 

And  so,  to  me,  the  stars  of  night 

Are  still  clear  jewels  on  the  robe  of  God — 

Crystallisations  of  eternal  love  ; 

And  still  the  night 

Is  crossed  with  paths  where  power  has  trod 

And  treads  for  ever  ;    still  they  move 

In  me  profoundest  reverence 

And  lead  me  in  delight, 

Beyond  the  gates  of  thought  and  sense, 

To  meet  my  soul's  last  Lover  where  he  stands 

With  outstretched  hands 

And  clad  in  immemorial  light. 
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CHIMNEYS 

TO  EDGAR  APPLET ON 

THEY  are  the  masts  of  ships  that  stand 
Immovable  on  land, 
Yet  bring  to  port  a  richer  merchandise 
Than  all  the  round  world's  argosies  ; 
Not  ocean-billows  but  the  waves  of  time 
They  sail  sublime. 

They  are  the  towers  of  Industry, 

The  frontier-fortresses  of  Gain  ; 

They  are  as  towers  that  pierce  the  sky 

And  trample  earth  in  their  disdain  ; 

While  from  their  summits  fly 

Their  streaming  flags  of  victory, 

Huge  smoke  unfurled 

Obscure  above  a  conquered  world. 

The  armies  of  the  feudal  past 

Fall  back  before  their  strength  amassed, 

Yield  and  seek  refuge,  hid  behind  the  wall 

Of  an  old  city  doomed  to  fall. 

They  are  the  spires 

Of  temples  dedicate  to  Gold. 

O  all  their  fires 

Of  living  sacrifice  !  and  all 

Their  crash  and  roar  of  ritual  ! 

O  all  the  gifts  men  bring 
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To  the  great  name  they  worship  ! — Doves  are 

sold 

Hourly  before  their  portals.      Manifold, 
By  day  and  night,  their  crowded  anthems  ring  ; 
And  prayer 
In  very  truth  is  labour  there. 

They  are  the  pillars  of  a  vast 
And  splendid  palace — incomplete — 
Reared  on  the  overcast 
And  broken  beauties  of  the  past  ; 
A  palace  where  shall  dwell  the  sweet 
New  beauty  that  the  sad  years  plan 
For  the  diviner  life  of  man 
And  all  the  joy  his  days  shall  know. 
See,  even  now,  against  the  skies 
In  cloudy  dreams  its  domes  arise, 
Smoke-structures  which  the  winds  of  hope  up- 
lift- 
Huge  and  confused,  they  shift 
To  all  the  winds  of  hope  that  blow. 
Storms  of  tumultuous  longing,  born 
Of  the  earth's  deep  necessities  ; 
Storms  of  tumultuous  longing,  torn 
Asunder  by  what  swift 
Tongues  of  creative  vision,  as  with  fire. 

They  are  the  gardens  of  the  world's  desire. 
Stack  after  stack 
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Their  rigid  stems  rise  black  ; 

And  each  is  like  a  flower, 

A  flower  in  bloom — 

Black  flowers  of  labour,  and  close-furled 

Amid  their  petals'  spread  of  gloom, 

— O  pistil-flames  upon  the  dark  ! 

O  sheaf  and  shower  of  pollen-spark  ! — 

Behold, 

The  burdened  ovaries  of  the  world, 

The  stamens  of  man's  power  ! 
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THAT  NIGHT 

The  moon  hung  low  that  night, 

Hung  low  and  large  and  full  of  light- 

The  moon  hung  low  that  night, 

Over  the  waves 

Of  field  and  moorland  rolled 

Away  immensely  out  of  sight  ; 

The  moon  hung  low,  as  if  to  bring 

In  silent  hands  her  offering 

Of  peace,  wrapped  in  a  white 

And  sacerdotal  cloth  of  light. 

The  moon  hung  low  that  night, 

Hung  low  and  aureoled, 

Over  the  graves, 

The  narrow-streeted  town  of  clay 

Where  my  dead  lay. 
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THE   FLOWER 

This  sun,  which  is  the  crown  of  day, 

Is  but  a  bud  of  light 

Set  by  time's  burning  winds  asway. 

A  bud  that  does  not  bloom 

Till  Autumn  come — 

Day's  Autumn,  when  the  crimson  moments  fall, 

Like  leaves,  at  the  approach  of  night. 

Then  shall  thine  eyes  behold 
Time's  loveliest  flower  unfold, 
Time's  loveliest  flower  of  all — 
Marvellous  on  the  skies, 
Petal  and  core  of  gold, 
The  Rose  of  Paradise. 

To  see  this  bud  of  light  expand 
Far  have  I  travelled,  sea  and  land  ; 

0  was  it  not 

The  very  Mecca  of  my  thought  ? 

A  shrine  where  hopes  that  had  no  name 

Like  pilgrims  came. 

To  watch  this  bud  break  forth  in  bloom 
Far  have  I  wandered  from  my  home  ; 
And  though,  time  upon  time, 

1  have  beheld  day's  rose  unfurled, 
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Flung  on  the  face  of  earth,  and  hurled 
An  arc  of  glory  to  the  skies  sublime, 
This  cup  of  beauty  that  I  came  to  quaff 
Quenched  not  the  bitter  thirsting  of  my  soul, 
For  never  did  I  see  the  rose  made  whole, 
But  only  one  tremendous  half. 

And  even  as  I  saw,  this  flower  of  light 
Sank,  with  its  wealth  of  undelivered  seed, 
Beyond  the  frontiers  of  my  need 
And  buried  it  in  night. 

Then  said  I  to  my  soul  :  "  Let  us  arise  ; 

And  we  will  go  and  sit  upon  the  brink 

Of  the  still  pools  of  death. 

And  it  may  come  to  pass,  when  the  day  dies, 

And  ere  my  breath 

Trouble  the  water  where  I  stoop  to  drink, 

That  I  shall  see — one  part 

Blazing  above  me  on  the  skies, 

And  one  below  me  in  the  still  pool's  heart — 

The  open  Rose  of  Paradise 

Divinely  whole  ; 

The  ardent  circle  of  God's  love 

Beneath  my  spirit  and  above, 

One  living  wheel  of  silent  fire — 

The  end  of  the  long  day's  desire 

And  all  thy  hope,  O  soul  !  " 
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